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FRAGMENTS OF LOYALTY 
 

In a small, nondescript village nestled amidst rolling hills, there lived two inseparable friends, 
Prathamdev and Mahi. Their friendship was a testament to the purity of companionship, born 
in the innocence of childhood. From building forts in the woods to chasing fireflies on 
summer nights, they were bound by an unbreakable bond. 
Prathamdev was a dreamer, his mind forever wandering amidst the clouds, while Mahi was 
grounded, her feet firmly planted on the earth. Despite their differences, they complemented 
each other perfectly—their friendship was  a beacon of light in the dimness of their mundane 
lives. 
 

As they grew older, the weight of responsibilities began to press down on their shoulders. 
Prathamdev's family struggled to make ends meet, while Mahi's parents constantly reminded 
her of the importance of academic success. Yet, despite the burden they carried, they always 
found solace in each other's company. 
 

One fateful summer evening, tragedy struck the village. A devastating storm ravaged the 
countryside, leaving destruction in its wake. Homes were destroyed, crops decimated, and 
lives shattered. Among the ruins, Prathamdev's family was hit the hardest. Their modest 
farmhouse lay in ruins, reduced to nothing but a pile of rubble. 
 

Heartbroken and destitute, Prathamdev's family had no choice but to leave the village in 
search of a new beginning. With tears streaming down his cheeks, Prathamdev bid farewell to 
Mahi, promising to return one day. Mahi stood on the outskirts of the village, watching as her 
best friend disappeared into the horizon, a void growing in her heart. 
 

Years passed, and the memories of Prathamdev became faint whispers in Mahi's mind. She 
threw herself into her studies, determined to make something of herself. Despite the passage 
of time, the emptiness left by Prathamdev's absence never truly faded. 
 

Meanwhile, Prathamdev found himself in the bustling city, a world away from the tranquil 
simplicity of his village. Life in the city was harsh and unforgiving, its streets teeming with 
people chasing their dreams at the expense of their humanity. Prathamdev struggled to find 
his place in this chaotic landscape, his spirit weighed down by the burden of survival. 
 

In the midst of his struggles, Prathamdev stumbled upon a group of like-minded individuals 
who offered him a sense of belonging he had longed for since leaving his village. They were 
artists, poets, and musicians, united by their shared passion for creativity. Prathamdev found 
solace in their company, his soul rekindled by the flames of artistic expression. 
 

As the years rolled by, Prathamdev's newfound family became his lifeline in the tumultuous 
sea of city life. They celebrated his victories, comforted him in his defeats, and reminded him 
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of the beauty that existed amidst the chaos. Yet, despite the warmth of their embrace, 
Prathamdev couldn't shake the nagging feeling of emptiness that gnawed at his soul. 
 

One crisp autumn morning, a letter arrived at Mahi's doorstep, its pages yellowed with age 
and its ink faded by time. With trembling hands, Mahi traced the familiar handwriting that 
adorned the envelope, her heart racing with anticipation. As she unfolded the letter, tears 
welled up in her eyes, blurring the words that danced across the page. It was from 
Prathamdev. 
 

In his letter, Prathamdev poured out his heart, recounting the trials and tribulations he had 
endured since leaving the village. He spoke of the friendship he had forged, the dreams he 
had chased, and the moments of despair that had threatened to consume him. And yet, amidst 
the chaos of his new life, there was a void that could never be filled. 
 

With a trembling hand, Mahi penned a reply, her words a balm to Prathamdev's weary soul. 
She spoke of her own struggles, her victories, and her dreams for the future. But above all, 
she spoke of the friendship that had endured the test of time, a flame that had never flickered 
despite the distance that separated them. 
 

As the seasons changed and the years marched on, Prathamdev and Mahi continued to 
exchange letters, their words bridging the chasm that lay between them. Each letter was a 
lifeline, a reminder that they were not alone in this vast and unforgiving world. 
And then, one day, fate intervened once more. 
 

A chance encounter brought Prathamdev back to his village, his heart heavy with the weight 
of memories long forgotten. As he wandered through the familiar streets, he was greeted by 
the faces of old friends and neighbours, their smiles a poignant reminder of the life he had left 
behind. And then, amidst the hustle and bustle of the village square, his eyes met Mahi's, and 
time stood still. 
 

In that moment, they were no longer two friends separated by distance and time, but two 
souls reunited by the unbreakable bonds of friendship. And as they embraced amidst the 
whispers of the wind and the rustle of autumn leaves, they knew that no matter where life 
took them, their friendship would endure a beacon of light in the darkest of nights. 
 

For in the end, it was not the trials they faced or the challenges they overcame that defined 
their friendship, but the unwavering loyalty and love that bound them together, now and 
forevermore. And as they walked hand in hand into the sunset, their hearts full and their 
spirits soaring, they knew that their story was not just a tale of tragedy, but a testament to the 
enduring power of friendship. 
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